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Confusion in the Camp. Panic amoung the Petticoats. 
“He LIKE A,HERO FELL.”— Port, 


THE ARTFUL BOBBY. (See Police Regulations.) 


1. In conseqnence of the 


hot weather, X uyvis out of 2. An idea strikes him u. He sends “the Missus” 1. Aud he uses it 


/ % Successtul alt. > hears 
sorts. Sergeant tells him, when he gets homic. He cee eee He hear 


fur some rutive. (Very much » 5 othine fuse s 
if he does not look better will paint his face. rea ee Ca eee 
he must be disinissed. (Surely after this, NYY is cntitd to his Llcctural Vote—sigued, A. Stover. 
. * on a 
Pe 


mr ee 


| SP Half ffliday 


BEING A SELECTION, SIDE-SPLITTING, SENTIMENTAL, AND SERIOUS, FOR THE BENEFIT OF OLD Boys, YOUNG BoYs, ODD BOYS GENERALLY, AND EVEN GIRLS. 


[ONE PENNY. 


WEIRD WORK AT WIMBLEDON. 


Unfortunate accident to the Howble Billy, owing to the injudicious aiming of Full Private A. SiorEr. 


“LATER ON THE SHOTS WERE EXTRACTED WITH THE AID OF AN ORDINARY CORKSCREW.”—Medical Report, 


AGONY! OH, AGONY!! 


(MIXED.) 


Tals is not the place to trace the history of the peine forte et 
dure. 

Suffice it to say that the punishment consigned a malicious 
mute, accused of any felony (petit larceny excepted), who was 
not clergyable, who needed not bis threefold admonition, and 
refused to benetit himself by the few hours’ respite given for 
reflection, to the most lingering death the law has ever recognised. 

The prisoner was remanded to the prison whence he had been 
brought for trial, was placed naked on his back on the bare 
floor of a low, dark chamber. There, there was placed upor 
his body as great a weight as he could bear, and more ; for the 
first day his sole sustenance was three morsels of the worst rye 
or barley bread, for the second, three draughts of standing 
water, and so alternately until the mute should answer, or, a> 
later judgment ran, until he died. 

In 1735 this punishment was put in force, at the command ot 
Sir Henry Peachey, in Horsham Gaol. 

They laid on him tirst 100 lbs. weight, then added 100 more 
and then made it 350 Ibs. ; yet, he would uot speak. 

Then, adding 50 Ibs. more, he was just about dead, has ing al! 
the agonicy of death about him. when the executioner, whe 


weighs about sixteen or seventeen stone, laid himself upon the board 
which was over him, and, adding to the weight, killed him. 

The executioner, after having killed the man, placed the dead body 
in a wheelbarrow to drive it to the churchyard for interment. 

When passing the spot, where now stands the King’s Head Hotel, he 
threw it out of the barrow, and then, taking it up again, proceeded to 
the churchyard, where it was buried. 

The aged daughter of the Horsham blacksmith, who had furnished 
his own anvil as one of the pieces of iron used in the execution, told 
the writer that, some time afterwards, that very executioner, passiug 
the spot where he had thrown the dead body, dropped dead, 

Terrible, indeed, must have been the sufferings of the poor unhappy 
wretch referred to ; but how much more horrible still are other records 
of brutal cruelty ¢ 

We have it on the authority of Thomas Ingoldsby, poet and historian, 
that there was once a gentleman 
“ Scraped to death with oyster shells 

Among the Carribees 


We hear, too, of an early Ikey Moses being boiled in oil to slow music, 
with a sprig of parsley and a spring onion as flavouring. 

And other still more awful awfulness might be related, but nothing— 
no, nothing could well equal the hideous horror of the scene about to be 
related—the fearsome, nay, almost sickening details of Blood-Stained 
Bill's struggle for life in the stifling sewer amidst the ravenous rats. 

(The rats next week.) 


*,* Order early of any sober newsagent. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,” Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to answer 
Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their Queries— 
particularly the queerest. 


Numper Niv.—Your letter was published in last week's “ HAL: 
Honipay.” We greatly admire nicely-made corsets, but we cannot 
really give you the information you require, Write to the Queen” news- 
punper. W. RayNerR (Ma 6 Station).—ALLY is quite hurt. The 
ungratefulness of some posal g is—well, there, he won't say anything 
more about it, —-UNCLE BENJAMIN (Cromer).--}’es, ALLY was with 
Wallis Mackay and the other literary celebrities on the occasion of the 
run dinon to Cromer, Did you not see Wallie's sketches in St. Stephen's 
Review, including a portrait of Mr. S'onehewer-Fiji-Cooper, the gentle- 
man who took charge of this ‘* personally-conducted tour” }—- ISABEL 
HarDWwIck (West Bromwich), —Jt is impossible for the Eminent to confer 
upon you his “ Award of Merit,” simply because you have not become 
sufficiently notorious, Thanks, all the same, for your kind expressions 
/owards The Family. ——O pb Fi1z-aie (Sydenham). —J/f you really want 
to know, Tootsie, Lord Bob, and the Eminent were at the Crystal Palace 
on Saturday the 4th inst.,and ALLY was immensely pleased with Messrs. 
Brock's iluninations NevLue (New Wandsworth).—/¢'s very kind 
of you, Nellie, to send the tickets for the Alexandra Palace, but, as they 
are dated for last month, The Family don't care about using them.— 
F. Davey (New Southgate).— Many thanks for offer. ALLY keeps clear 
of politics as much as possible. ——E. POHLER ([slington).—Sorry we 
cannot make use of your clever drawing, ‘The Fall of the Leaf.” 
W. Jackson (Rochester).— For the good of all, ALLY prints hereunder 
the epitaph, which, you say, is tobe found in Ticehurst Churchyard, 
Sussex :- 


“Meand mamma together 
Lived just two years and a half, 
She went first, ] went next— 
The cow before the calf.” 

A. P. Roperts (Islington).— Hardly suitable, is it?——AtMiDa (Lam- 
beth).—Mr, Wilson Barvett will receive his “ Award of Merit” in due 
course, Thanks for your card,——W EBKLY READER (Leicester).— Yours 
7s the first letter of complaint received, We do not charge threepence for 
the Portraits, that is the charge of Postage. A. N.—As a caution to 
others, ALLY prints hereunder your lines on his all-powerful name. In 
spite of these verses, and your very uncalled-for threats, you have not 
yet become FO. S :— 

A stands for ALLY—he is an old ass ; 

1, is his Little girl—blooming fine loss ; 

I. stands for Lord Bob, whom Soper has “ plucked ;" 

Y is the Yells he let's out when he's ‘* chucked.” 

S stands for Spirits—S LoreR knows THAT; 

L is the Lemonade he won't look ut; 

O is for Old Tom (ALLY likes gin!); 

P is the Peeler, who runs SvoPER in; 

E is the Excellent wife SLoPER's col ared ; 

R is the Running he makes when he's “ follered.” 


(, G. (Palace Gardens, Kensington).— Miss Sloper does not believe for a 
moment that Poor Papa forgut to return your silver card-case and the 


few other trifles that happened to be in the pockets of the clothes you 


lent himafter his unfortunate accidentat Henley. Poor Papa isa child 
of misfortune /——OLD 'uN.—Alport's annual benefit takes ae to-night 
at the Vaudeville. 


SLOPER’S SEASIDE SERIES. 


—— 

£1:1:O0— 

And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT,” will be given for the 
best Article in Prose or Verse, entitled, 


RAMBLING AT RAMSGATE. 


The article should not exceed three-quarters of a column in i, 
should describe A Day's Outing at Ramsgate, and should reach the Editor 
not later than Saturday, July 25th, a rs Ae envelope being enclosed 
by those who wish their MSS. returned. y the successful composition 
will be published, 
Address :—The Editor, ‘‘ RAMSGATE COMPETITION,” 
‘*THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


A. SLOPER begs respectfully to intimate to the Nobility and Gentry 
and CROWNED HEADs OF Europe that the long-looked-for event has 
come off, and his EXTRA-SPECIAL SUMMER NUMBER is now on 
sale—Price, One Penny only. This is (ruly a grand work, and already 
THE OFFICE BOY has expressed himself highly respecting its varied con- 
tents, art, embellishments, and literary filing up. Very rarely is such 
« work offered for sale, and more rarely still finds a buyer when offered. 
Dow't lose a chance. Now on Sate. A PENNY DOES IT. 

ef 


* 

How To ADDRESS 4 Maaistrate.—‘‘I met a friend, your honour 
whom I had not seen for years, and we dined together, and—and—an 
I'm afraid we had just one glass of wine too much, and, and——” 
‘Forty shillings ora month.” , 

Who is she, with her airs, 
Sitting all day upstairs, 
And ringing a bell for her betters / 
Jane, you've brought up no coals ! 
Jane,—your stocking’s in holes ! 
Jane,—run to the post with these letters ! 
Tf ever she cheeks me, 
; Why, I soon let her see 
I'm not to be drove or browbeated ; 
And I'm not shy to say, 
“*Good as you any day,” 
And let her stand, too, while I’m seated. 
oe 


e 
‘T BELIEVE most men have a better ear for music than women,” 


Whispered an exotist. to his fair partner. ‘+ Don't: know, I'm sure,” 
murinured the fair one, absently ; aud then she brisked up suddenly, 
and continued, * but this I'm certain of—all men are well-tuned lyres.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 64.—'' The Seaside Costume.” 


THE MERRY TRAMPISTS on the War Path. 
Just a leetle too war(m), Ha th(inks). 


AT BOULOGNE. 


Pronounced by yonng 
Shoddy Green to be an ont- 


and-out gowd fellow. Young 


before he leaves. 


‘CORAL FISHING IN THE BAY OF NAPLES.” The“ Sarah” Tathing Costume. 


8. G. may alter his opinion 


(CE) SAY. 
A man of straw—berry. 


WIMBLEDONIANS. 


“Quick March!! 
[Only 100° in the shade. 


Designed by Lord Boh, from a suggestion’ The body is of black mate- 


iade by Tootsie. 


peg 


rial, with coffin-nail trimming. 


(Saturday, July 18, 1886. 


Brown. “Well, I always make a point of telling my wife everything 
that happens.” 

Jones. “Ob, my dear fellow, that’s nothing! I tell my wife lots of 
things that never happened at all.” 

2 

Ww is the difference, if you please, between the physiognomy of an 
tomaried male party and that of a married man /— el, the first, you 
see, is often the worse for wear, the second for wear and tear. 


‘¢ (THERE was once an old lady ‘who kissed a cow.’ Well, and what 
is there so extraordinary in that ?” said the dear old lady, putting down 
the volume, “just look at the number of young ones now who kiss 


calves | oe 
e 


‘(We all have our hobbies!” remarked Mr. Weedy. ‘“‘ Yours is 
staying out too late at night, my love,” tenderly insinuated his spouse, 
“and you're hoarse enoug! yourself, through riding it. 


RaTHER A Poser.—A Dublin magistrate, recently censuring some 
boys for loitering in the thoroughfares, asked, ‘‘If everybody were to 
stand in the streets, how could anybody get by?” <A whole division of 
police has been thinking the matter over, but up to the present time 
no one has found an answer. oe 


Once he used to love me 
Very much, you know ; 

Me he used to follow 
Everywhere I'd go. 

People used to chaff him, 
Saying, ‘‘ Love is blind!” 

That he didn’t care for— 
Now, he’s changed his mind. 


Once I used to scorn him 
Very much, you know ; 
He was very spoony, 
And it bored me so. 
Now he loves another, 
I begin to find 
That I like him—rather, 
Since he changed his mind, 


DurING the hot weather it became a somewhat difficult question 
what to drink, ‘The less the better,” says my medical adviser. They 
have a way of saying these sort of things have medical advisers, But 
now he is gone, the question is once more ‘‘ What is it to be?” It is 
too early in the day, and I have too much work to do to take anything 
very serious. What's that long narrow glass bottle? ‘‘ Rose's,” says 
the friend of my youth. ‘Attar of roses,” I ask, ‘‘or rose water and 
glycerine?” ‘‘ Neither,” says he, pouring out some, adding a dash of 
something else from another bottle, the only portion of the label of 
which I can decipher being “ unsweetened,” and filling up with water. 
‘You will give it a welcome.” ‘A cordial one,” say I, and take a 
second help. ee 

* 


AT the sight of his wife’s tears, the Honourable Jennings de Clifford 
was unmoved, and abruptly left his mansion “for ever.” A week elapsed, 
when his afflicted lady advertised: ‘“‘ Missing. One Honourable Jen- 
nings de Cliftord ; age, forty-five; three warts on the left side of his 
gol parte nose. He stoops ; is knocked-kneed ; had, on leaving 

ome, a complete set of false teeth, and wore évlerably clean linen, At 
times he articulates with difficulty, causing a feeling of pity to steal over 
his hearers ; at times he is violent, but yet frequently might pass for a 
harmless imbecile.” After three insertions of the above advertisement, 
J. de C. returned home humbly, and was forgiven. 


I HAVE always thought that the assumption of fearful and wonderful 
disguises for the better discovery of crime was confined to that marvellous 
creation of the dramatist’s brain, the stage detective ; but modern his- 
tory convinces me of my error. An energetic policeman, the other day, 
in an assumed character, sought a witch, and, crossing her hand with 
the regulation piece of silver, had his fortune told. Having been pro- 
mised success and promotion by the seer, he cast off his dixguise, with 
a ‘‘Ha, ha! Behold in me Hawkshaw the detective!” The peerer into 
the future was then taken into custody by the peeler of the present, and 
is now serving her time in one of Her Majesty's gaols. 


e 

Wuat bangled youth, in closest garments clad, 

For thee waits weary at the stage’s door ? 
Fair Flossie, say, for what enamoured lad 

Thou curl’st that witching fringe I loved of yore ! 
Full soon shall he, who, in the burning blaze 

Of thy impassioned glance, enchanted, dreams, 
Wake to the bitter darkne-s of the days 

When clouds shall veil the gold-engendered beams. 
Who fancies that the strange unseltish fire 

Thy wondrous charm has kindle: in his breast 
Burns too within the snows of thine, how dire, 

How drear his wakening to a life’s unrest ! 
Woe to the man, whose passion, turned to scorn, 

Feeds on his heart! But why should I complain ? 
Behold that masher garb, long, long unworn, 

And me, clad like to other men—and sane ! 


THE unmarried girls of Rochester, U.S., have issued a polite circular 
to the bachelors of Rochester and its immeliate vicinity, showing how 
comfortably and decently a family of six can be supported on five hun- 
dred dollars a year ; or, if the wife is fond «of dress, ma trifle more than 
this amount. The young bachelors of Rochester look ‘‘a trifle more” 
coldly on marriage than ever. oe 

* 


|. Sim, the ethics of good sleep should form a part of household mora- 
lity,” said the well-read, industrious a: prentice to his horny-handed em- 
ployer, a manufacturer of boots and fs ‘* It is far wiser to sleep till 
one wakens naturally, and one hour then will do the work of three when 
one comes to it tired and unrefreshed. Above all, let us divest our- 
selves of a traditional prejudice that there is somehow virtue in early 
rising.” — ‘‘ Divest yerself of yer jacket, yer weskit, an’ yer larnin’ fur 
five minits,” chuckled the illiterate master bootmaker, as he took down 
his heaviest strap, ‘‘an’ mebbe I'll halter yer ‘pinions, 1 guess Natur’s 
sweet restorer is—leather. Nuffin’ like it.” 
** 


+. 
__ AN angler lets the outside public into some of the secret enjoyments 
indulged in by votaries of the gentle craft. He says:— Their amuse- 
ments have been known to take such forms as lighting fires on the banks, 
breaking down hedges and fences, annexing apiiles: or even eggs, 
milking cows surreptitiously, ‘chiveying’ pigs, etc., in the intervals of 
fish-feeding. _Mussy ! it never dawned on us such a variety of sport 
nigh’ be obtained on a tishing excursion. We've ordered a cheap rod 
and tackle, and shall be off to Marlow next week as ever is, see if we 
don't. Hope there's no danger of getting thrown into the river, though ‘ 


Our grandmothers thought that this maxim 
Was incontrovertibly true— 

‘You should always be off with the old love 
Before you are on with the new.” 


But modern astuteness reverses 
Old saws, and our daughters are told— 
‘Be sure you are on with the new love 
Before you are off with the old.” 
* 


Pe * 

_AN elevated arguist on the subject of elevation returned home last 
night, and informed his better half that the problem (4) arial will soon 
(hic) be shelved. He was right, for she there and then led him briskly 
upstairs, by the curly forelock of which he was so proud, During the 
ascent he became nearly as bald as a balloon. 

** 


. : * 

THOSE who live in the whirligig of fashion whisper that the honcy- 
moon is becoming a thing of the past. A widower we know, who hax 
been a sort of Henry VIII. in a mild way, refuses to believe it. He 
simply says, “Pooh! Nonsense! What can eclipse a soft, bright 
honeymoon !” and he hinted that he started on his seventh to-morrow. 


Saturday, July 18, 1886.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MISS SLOPER DOWN AT BRIGHTON OUT 
OF SEASON. 


pa 
THERE are moments when the very best regulated girls seek Seclusion 

and Re . 

"it thee be just now about Brighton, now is the time for them. 

Nothing could well be more delightful than the weather, which is 

neither too hot nor too cold, and in the case of a short honeymoon, there 


The Hon. Billy Batheth. 


is a farness from the crowd that is madding, about the middle of the 
week, that must commend itself to the canoodler. Lord Bob and I last 
Friday week were, at one time, the only two on the West Pier. 

The West Pier is all an institution, and they play music you can 
listen to, even on a Sunday evening. On a week-day, during daylight, 
you may buy pretty china mugs to take home to your young relations 
(I don’t think I shall get one for Alexander), consult the Oracle, or 
Farry Fortune-Teller, or see the two-legged Kangaroo cat. The Kan- 
yaroo cat is not, perhaps, altogether a cheerful spectacle. It seems, 
however, resigned to its fate, and possibly, if its keepers have not been 
brutal enongh to introduce another cat to it. thinks well-regulated cats 
ought cal to have two lege, which, by the way, is the case with most 
of the well-regulated cats | know. 

The Oracle is, on the whole, a satisfactory investment of a penny. 
The proprietor touches a spring, and a little doll, the fairy, scuttles 
sont and pulls up with a jerk, and the proprietor gives you a paper on 
which is printed an answer to the question you have previously chosen 
from a printed list. Machinery here has reached a high state of per- 
fection, though the proprietor explains that the weather affect¢ it. 


lord Bob Paddleth. 


Brighton is a wonderfully healthy place. The Dook Snook quotes 
some remarks from a great medical journal :— 

‘‘Its water supply is of unbounded F psc and of irreproachable 
qaalitx. The water is obtained from deep wells in the chalk at two 
distinct pumping stations, about two miles apart, and its quality has 
heen iiesly reported of. Great precautions are taken to preserve the 

pure condition of the water after being raised to the 


The Hon'ble Billy says he can believe all this well, though he has not 
tried it yet meat; and I can testify tothe jolliness of Brill’s two-shilling 
sea-bath, including half-a-dozen towels, a white dressing-gown, and all 
luxuries conceivable. As I said to Poor Pa one day, a long while ago, 

‘Why be dirty?” He said, ‘I don’t know. It wants thinking out.” 

There is one 
place where 
you ought to 
go and dine— 
theCafé Royal. 
There they 
actually know 
how to cook, 
and we never 
‘ had a bad dish 
through all the 
dinners and 
lunches we ate 
at it, and the 
waiters are the 
quickest and 
most civil con- 
ceivable, 

The place to 
iy 8 hdr 

illy says, is 
the “Don,” in 
We-t Street. 
The week be- 
fore last the 
Candidate 
No.1 Company 
came down to 
the theatre, 
and Harry St. 
Maur, Alexan- 
der Knight, 
Alfred Maltby, 
and Miss Tal- 
bot acted 
capitally, The 
Mohawk Min- 
strels and Mackney were at the Aquarium, and did good business. 

Roses and strawberries are awfully cheap. Billy has bathed, Bob 
has paddled, and the Dook has boughtatoy boat. I'm enjoying myself. 


The Dook Snook Saileth. 


Notwithstanding the intensely 


HOT WEATHER 


wer shall continue to forward, GRATIS, to any address any ONE of the 
Sollowing, on receipt of the cost of postage, in stamps :— 
1. PORTRAIT, IN COLOURS, OF A. SLOPER, ESQ. 
(On receipt of Sd., the cost of postage. ) 
2. PORTRAIT, IN COLOURS, OF MISS TOOTSIE SLOPER. 
(On receipt of 3d., the cost of postage. ) 
3. THE EMINENT'S AUTOGRAPH. 
(On receipt of Id., the cost of postage. ) 
*,* The Stamps are for the cost of Postage, the Portraits and Autograph 
being given haa cost, 
Address—A. Storer, Esq., 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


“WULLY” AT WIMBLEDON. 
Conversation overheard between canny Scot and Officer of Marines 
superintending the markiag, 

Canny Scot (persuaded that he has made a bull’s-eye ). The markin’ 
chiel is aye wrang, aye wrang. ‘A could tak ma auth to 't! 

Officer in charge of Range. Do you wish to challenge the marking ? 

Canny Scot, It wass a bull's-'ee, it wass. ’A could tak ma—— 

Officer ( interrupting ). This won't do, my man. Do you wish to 
challenge the marking ! 

Canny Scot (vbstinately). A tell ye 'a could tak—— 

Officer (frantically ). Do You Wish To Challenge The Marking ? 

Canny Scot (slowly). A—aye! 

Officer (sharply), Then you must deposit five shillings. 

Canny Seot ( thunderstruck ). Fife shellin’ ? 

Officer. The deposit wil be returned to you if you are proved to be 
correct. On the other hand, it will be forfeited if you are wrong, 

Canny Seot (pulling out tro half-criacns, and gazing alternately upon 
hom with a variety of expressions), 'A could tak ma auth, ‘a tell ye; 
nut— 

Officer (desperately). But what? 

Canny Scot, But ‘a dinna lik ta resk ta fife shellin’. 

Oficer (wrathfully). Why didn’t you say so before, confound you ? 

[ Walks off, storming. 

Canny Scot (struck by a bright idea, and hailing wildly )). Hi! Coom 
bock! ’A want ye! 

Officer (returning unwillingly). Well! what is it? 

Canny Scot (persuasively producing half-crown ). Tak twa and sax- 
pence? [Exit Officer, using naughty words, 

—— 


SERVE HER RIGHT. 


THERE was once a poultry-yard, where things went on in the usual 
manner. The bens laid eggs and the cock sat on the fence and crew. 

‘He has a magnificent voice,” said the hens one to another as they 
scratched holes in the dust ; ‘its a pleasure to listen tohim. Cawk!” 

But there was one lean old hen who did not prai-e the cock’s crowing. 
Indeed, she could do better she thought, and that was her secret. 

“One requires solitude for the proper development of such a gift,” 
she said, and she went into a lonely corner behind the asulbarrel and 
practised, and at last she m: to crow, or very nearly. ‘‘ Again!” 
she said, and tried once more. Yes: it was very like a crow. ‘‘ Success 
is the result of continued effort,” she said. That had been set the 
children of the poultry-man as a copy, and she had happened to be 
scratching under the window when it was read out; but she thought 
the sentence was her own, and that mistake is not infrequently made out 
of the poultry-yard. Then she came out from behind the ash-barrel, 
and exercised her accomplishment. 

“ Only hear her!" cried the other hens ; “she is trying to imitate the 
cock! Impudent thing!” And they fell upon her and pecked her till 
she flew up on the fence to escape them. 

“They were jealous,” she sai ; ‘but I forgive them. They can la: 
eggs and hatch chickens, and I can crow even better than the cock. 
am certainly a benefactress to ay sex.” 

And she crew and crew until she was quite hoarse ; and the poultry- 
man came out and heard her. 

‘*See that one on the fence, how she crows,” said he ; ‘‘ it is improper, 
and ought not to be allowed. Besides, it is unlucky!” And he stepped 
over and caught her, and wrung her neck round. 

‘*T will lay eggs! I will lay eggs!” she cried. But it seemed to him 
that she only cried, ‘‘Cawk !” and he was used to that. And she was 
plucked, and put on the spit, and there was an end of her. 

“It is a pity,” said the cock, when her sad fate was discussed at 
roosting-time ; ‘it is a pity; but such people must be made an example 
of, and shall, while there are cocks enough to do the crowing.” 

And he crowed himself, as loudly as he could ; but he =e 
bet Cas and imbecile, and it was a very paltry cock-a-doodle-doo, 

deed. 

—_-——_ 


A PARENTHETICAL LOVE-LETTER, 


I Love thee, beauteous Mary Anne, 

And none can love his Loved One better ; 
( But on uur love is placed a ban, 

For I'm extensively a debtor !) 


My throbbing heart, by beauty’s wiles, 

A trap successfully was laid for ; 
(Meanwhile, to sry the least, it riles, 

To think that my best cvat's not paid for. ) 


Your winning ways and matchless charms 
Have round me ag | folds been coiling ; 

(But, shoutd we wed, I've grave alarms 
Abvut that “ pot" that must be “boiling.” 


Come to a heart that won't grow cold, 

And ne'er shall beat for any other— 
(Althowyh, if all the truth be told, 

You'd be enough WITHOUT your Motuer). 


Oh! say not nay, thou fairest maid, 
To him who writes this doves letter ; 
(I'm much inclined to be afrat 
My income will be none the better 1) 


Tnto a sea of love, then, sink, 

And happy as the longest day be ; 
(1 shudder when I come to think 

Of what we'll do if there's a Baby. ) 


We'll travel on ‘neath azure skies 
Aud on the earth we'll make a heaven : 


(1 shudder more when thoughts arise 
Of what we'd do with SIX OR SEVEN !) 
ae a 


IMPORTANT TO LADIES. 


Hexen of Troy is said to have bathed daily in wine and milk to 
preserve the purity of her silky skin. Cleopatra used various medicated 
ointments and fragrant cosmetics to enhance hercharms. The bewitch- 
ing Catherine of Russia habitually washed in strawberry juice ; while 
strange and grim tales are told about the preparation of the mysterious 
baths Ninon d L'Enclos is supposed to have indulged in. Our fair sex 
are Jess Juxurious in these days, and we find that ladies who value a 
transparent white skin, a delicate complexion, in which the tint of the 
rose is softly blended with the snowy hue of the lily, are now being 
advised by an eminent authority on the art of keeping beautiful for 
ever, to frequently apply the end of a raw potato to the face and neck 
by gentle rubbing. After rubbing, the face and neck should be washed, 
an gentle friction is to follow. Ladies are strongly urged to always 
keep a raw potato on the washstand. One great advantage the potato 
seems to possess over many other skin beautifiers seems to its 
exceeding cheapness, as one potato can be used over and over again, 
since it is only necessary to remove a little of the outer surface and to 
pare off a thin slice before applying the freshly-cut surface. 


‘ 


GOTOBED’S GHOST. 


For many days now we have been anxious to hear some kind of tidings 
of Gotobed. 

I will not go so far ast) say we specially stipulate that the tidings 
shall be good. Indeed, upon the whole, perhaps we would prefer to 
hear the worst, and 
get it over, and get 
used to knowing 
that an end of 
some kind or other 
has come to v- 
tobed. But, as 
things now are, all 
is uncertainty, and 
it is very uncom- 
fortable. 

Besides, I want 
a receipt for three 
quarters’ rent, or 
have the money 
back. Indeed, 1 


The circum. 
stances are these. 
I took a haunted 
house of Gotobed. I had been hunting for haunted houses a deuce of a 
time, and might not have come across one at all had I not seen this 
particular one advertised in the Times. 

I bad my doubts about it at first—I had so frequently been taken in; 
but when I looked over the credentials, warranty, pedigree, and so on, 
I felt at rest. 

I said to myself, ‘John Smith, old boy, physical beauty has been 
denied thee, and thou hast the aspect of a tadpole combined with the 
mental calibre of a-tickleback. The blood in thy veins there's nothing 
blue about. Thine ancestors, John Smith, might possibly be found, if 
advertised for, but, perchance, they were better left alone. What canst 
thou then do, John Smith, the last of a line of nobodies, and nobody 
in thyself to make thy existence the subject of passing comment. Let 
it be something new, something noteworthy, yet not too expensive. 
John Smith, tind a haunted house, and be pointed out to panic-stricken 
strangers as the Man who lives with Ghosts !" 

It was just exactly the house that right off you could have told at a 
glance was haunted. Ghosts! I believe you! The air felt thick with 
them, and reverentially you refrained from backing hastily or closing a 
door with a bang, for fear of treading on ghostly toes, or jamming 
phantom fingers. 

There was a chill air that came up from the yawning cellar-doors like 
the sepulchre’s breath, There were unaccountable noises above and 
below, rustlings and creakings, and doors and windows flew open un- 
accountably in such rare 
cases as those in which 
you had been able to 
close them. 

1 presume it has been 
to let a long while?” I 
said toGotobed, in hollow 
tones, ‘ Never yet could 
get anyone fool enough 
to take it,” he answered 
frankly. I smiled. 

It was not, strictly 

aking, a comfortable 
place to live in, for I 
could induce no servant 
to enter the pact and, 
therefore, had to do all 
the household work my- 
self. The olian harps 
could scarcely be called 
cheerful when they were 
playing right into the 
erick of your neck, and 
there was little comfort, 
though pests of ani- 
mation, derivable from 
the sudden sts that 
swooped round the room, ; 
blowing the candles out and the smoke from the fire into your face at 
brief intervals, when the doors flew open. : 

I could not induce a single human creature to spend the evening with 
me, and it was frightfully dull, but I buoyed up my spirits as well as 
possible, with the reflection that the ghosts, when they came, would be 
company enough. They were rather se | coming ; but I lit my candle 
every night, and, watch in hand, counted the strokes of twelve. This 
went on for a month. Then I began to have my doubts. In three 
months, when the landlord called for his rent, my doubts were con- 
firmed. I said, ‘‘ Your ghosts are a swindle. There are none. They're 
not in it.” : 

He fell back seemingly in dismay, and presently put the brokers in. 
The brokers themselves were not particularly anxious to be put in, and 
the man left in possession looked uneasy as the witching hour approached. 
As nothing whatever of a supernatural character occurred, he, ton, got 
to be more at his ease by daybreak, and over a breakfast I stood for him 
promised to appear as my witness when I brought my action. ; 

With respect to the action, | onght perhaps sooner to have mentioned 
that I intended to bring one against the landlord, and in due course the 
ation was brought. Buzfuz was on my side, and we won the day, as a 
matter of course. We denied the existence of ghosts in foto, Gotobed 
swore they were historical, and had frightened various persons to death 
during the last two centuries. We called upon him to produce those 
persons, and we also called for the production of the ghosts. Neither 
were put in, and we won the day with heavy damages. . 

Gotobed could not pay the damages, and I kept possession of the 
house, Gotobed went about gnashing his teeth, and I had the doors 
and windows seen to, and was very comfortable. : 

But a ghost did come at last.” I was walking in the dismal back 
garden, which has more 
of the aspect of a deserted 
churchyard. Evening was 
setting in, and the chill 
autumn wind whistled 
mournfully amongst the 
hare branches of the 
trees. The dead leaves 
fell thickly. Suddenly 
I saw standing motion- 
less by the side of the 
deserted well—like an- 
other Tallboys, only he 
was wrap} in a sheet 
—the missing ghost. I 
was taken by surprise, 
lost all control over my- 
self, and doubling my 
fist, with one wipe in the 
waistcoat, hurled the 

hantom head-over-heels 

vackwards into the well. 
There was a splash and a 
Then I went straight to my bank, and drew 


“ Chokefull on ‘em, Sir.” 


“Hullo!” 


gurgle, and all was over. 
out the amount of the back rent and damages, and made a parce! of 
them, and called at Gotobed’s, intending to hand it over to him with a 


sincere apology. But he was out. He hadn't been home all night. 
Nothing was known of him. 

Since then six months have elapsed, and three quarters’ rent wait for 
Gotobed. Meanwhile, I am setting the house and grounds in order, and 
am going to repair the well. * . . 

Horror! When repairing the well the workmen found what was re- 
maining of Gotobed. It was he had the sheet on playing at being 2 
ghost. Tt was I who actually made a ghost of him. 


| 


: 
| 
| 
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The merry Haymaker enjoying himself. 


SENN 


b 
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Vhat,” sai < y y priv: yore sashes and swords 
. What,’ said the yonug Volunteer, ‘do you mean to say privates wore sas! a “ 
hee the movement first started 2” “Yes, ny boy,” replied the veteran, “Why, J used to 
sport a sword ; and, indeed, I think I would have worn tuo, if the construction of the sword- 
belt would have allowed it.” - 


é. 


= co = = 
+ Hane. wee - Donald Meallist plendid sight, and was Wwar in this? 
2 ali Employer. Now, k here! this 2. It was the last shot, and Sergeant Donald McAllister had | gut uw splendid sight, an a Crust for his poc 
“A GOOD JUDGE ’ TOO. is pmceneline, Fibs Gite eit Sup- on the point of pressing the trigger, when the trrepressiule: Arty exelatined yt sop .e its Months, in spite ¢ 
British Workman, Well, anyhow, union means strane rohan ften, and I fun’ rose mow were to te ee eee Led Mr Got Waemems, ¥o% ened “a ‘Scotch st! Twig? Ga" long, old man!" ‘And, ** It has be 
‘ ith vas se i v ; I've tried it often, an i rare ly ut it . » rment, as J ! i ; 
it ‘ea anette adcgaced ticdiahapamch Soko ‘ btn ae Ae We wket, sir, lnekily for the irrepressibl Ty, he decamped soon afterwards. Ifs 


1, Why, as the 
in front of the Ts 
times, 


3. Many thing 
ALLY did not los 
trary, it increase 


THE SIREN BUSINESS AT EASTBOURNE. NEW PATENT POCKET-PIPE PISTOL. ‘ 


Venus Sinith, Diana Brown, and Juno Robinson competing for the Golden Apple. T back Venus ; what do you say? Invented by the Dook Snook. Calculated to doa lot of good, 


| 
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| 
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Me-e-e-e-e-e-ow. 


Clean Pumped.-A Henley Reminiscence. 


Sa 


eS 


ONE CONSOLATION. 


Though it must he owned he wes a dreadfully rude person, 
Lord Bolysays next vear he'll get up a camp exeln- ath . efally ride 3 1) 


sively for ladies Gentlemen to be adinitted by | seafaring Party, at Dover.—Never moind, miss, they bain't bad ‘uns for rough | 
shewing their cards. | Weather. 


Hot(on his road ¢ 
aste cilia where t 


urday, July 18, 1886.) 


ALLY 


. =2 oH > \« 
— “ ——_—_, sa py — 
“THE WAY WE LIVE NOW.” 
Wuat is this? Only a City Clerk on the Sands at Ramsgate, trying to earn an honest 
Crust for his poor Wife and Family. He has been out of Collar for a little over Eighteen 
Months, in spite of having written about Five Thousand Letters in answer to Advertisements ! 


1, Why, as the Old Man would keep passin, 
* front of the Targets, it saved his life caver 
imes, 


3. Many things were lost in the Camp, but 
ALLy did not lose his Umbrella. On the con- 
trary, it increased in size, 


U/ 


Zip 
ZA 


“0°; 
4 
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: , MORE IN OIRLAND. 
his road toa funeral), Begorra! Oi've only foive minute Q i've 
lca where the Deceased lives now, bedad ! Te eee ee 


not the 


| 
| 
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A SIGN OF THE TIMES. 
Waiter. Well, the Bait are large, Sir, P’raps it's 
a John Dory got mixed up alony on ‘om. 


“WERRY sorry, mum, but yon're too late for 
whelks, Shut for the evening —got to go on in the 
Seven Dials scene atthe Drury Laue Theayter 
alonyer the barrer!"” 


*.* It has been stated, in certain quarters, that Storer’s Umbrella is a Delusion and a@ Snare, and that, in ene of fact, it isn't made 
If such is the case, how account for these incidents at Wimbledon, and the accident to the Hon, Billy, 


, depicted un first page ? 


~\An 


put his Umbrella up. 


SS —— ee 


MORE RIVER “PONGIS/TS.” 
: Launching out at Halliford. a= 


=> 


I poy't think you know Totty, of the “ Friv.” No? 
Well, Totty had a pet monkey, which she lately sold 
toan organ-grinder, and adopted in his placea masher, 
who she leads about witha gould chain. But she thinks, 
after all, she prefers the monkey, and has asked ine 


‘ to try and get it back for her. She says lemon- 


| 


| Squashes at the Inventories, and cigarettes come so 


expensive. and the monkev was so much moreamnsing, 
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She (hesitatingly). But doesn't it seem almost a pity you haven't got a Bullet Wound, or a 
Sabre Cut, or something just to show you've been to the Soudan? [le doesn't see it. 


to Open. 


From London to sweet Maidenhead. 


4. Atmospherical Phenomenon. — li She's stopping at Skindles ; 
came on to rain, and ALLY inadvertently i In my heart love she kindles * 
| Till sometimes—well, I wii was dead. 


ar 


Za 


£ jj 
ly yt 
J if aie yi 
Nu eal 
FOO? AYE, AW FOO! 
Outsider (opening door). Ye're aw foo iu here? 
indignant Londoner (in Scotland for a Halidan). Sveak for yvonreelf. my man 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—_——~—— 


WHEN it rains on St. Swithin’s day, it is supposed that a spell of wet 
weather will follow as a matter of course, [ don’t suppose it ever does, 
but there's some- 
thing nice about 
these old sayings, 
and they look well 
quoted, and help 
to fill up. For 
instance, if I had 
a book by me with 
a bit of poetry 
in it about St. 
Swithin, | should 
quote it in full, 
being paid by the 
line. The head 
waiter at the 
Striped Mackerel. 
at Brighton,on the 
day of the Li- 
censed Victuallers’ 
excursion, said 
vain was) much 
wanted. IT asked 
He said all over the country, T said, You don’t want it at 
Perhaps no one will come down." He 
He seems to have the 


where. 
the Striped Mackerel, surely, 
said, ‘‘Oh, it's wanted bad for the crops,” 
Striped Mackerel's interests at heart. 


e 
A LIVELY young man, having taken a cottage in the City of Salisbury, 
on entering into possession at once commenced to demolish the building. 
He first pulled out the grate, then tore down the cupboards, lighting a 
fire with the wood in the middle of the room. He then proceeded to 
take off the roof. After having done sundry other damage he was seen 
to climb into his bedroom through a hole in the ceiling which he had 
made, On being remonstrated with, he asserted that the house had 

belonged to his family four hundred years ago, Three months hard, 
‘ 


. 

YaRD glasses for beer are very rare, but specimens are occasionally 
met with in old inns. One of these glasses has been thus described :— 
“Tt was served to them in a glass vessel about three feet long. At one 
end was a bulb which contained about half a pnt, and from this bulb a 
tube extended, ending in a mouthpiece resembling the mouthpiece of a 
trumpet, trom which the beer should be drunk, The vessel would 
contain altogether about a pint. It should be emptied at a single 
dlraught, but it required greater skill to accomplish this feat than any 
one of the party possessed,” ee 

. 


THE Bancrofts retire from management on the 20th, when the Prince 
and Princess of Wales have promised to be present. So many distin- 


an NAR; 


guished ‘first and last nighters have, I understand, promised also to 
come and ie and glitter between the acts, that the house will look 
something like Madame Tussaud’s—not the chamber of horrors, you 
know, the other room. oe 

. 


As soon as a girl leaves school she may begin work, and whether it 
be a match-maker, in a rope, cigar, or any other factory in London, she 
begins at once to earn some money. Very little at first; not much, 
indeed, at the best. A girl of fifteen, working in a factory from eight 
o'clock in the morning till seven at night, with the intermission of an 
hour for dinner and half an hour for tea, can earn the weekly sum of 
three shillings. Match-making is considered the least remunerative, 
and it is evident that a few pence more or less make a considerable 
difference in the budget of achey girls; but even where wages are 
highest, the difference is but very slight. As she gets more accustomed 
to her work, the wages are raised, the average pay for a tolerably quick 
worker being from 5s. to 8s, per week, whilst the deftest hands earn 
10s. or even the maximum of {is That the majority of factory girls 
do not find their earnings sufficient to supply their wants is well known, 
and it is no secret how many of them eke out pecuniary deficiencies 
after working hours. An R.A. once declared that he never found such 
spleadid physical development as among the factorv girls in slums of 
Stepney. They work hard all day, and spend all their leisure in the 
open air. They get along with very little sleep, six hours being rather 
longer than usual. Independent, wilful, lawless if you like, they are 
very well able to take care of themselves, although it is to be feared 
that, tested by any conventional standard of propriety or morality, 
they would hardly pass muster. Pr. 

* 

Lawn Tennis is looking up. Matches for the Ladies’ Championship, 
and various other exciting events, have come off lately. All well- 
regulated girls, Miss Sloper says, should 
play at lawn tennis and develop their 
muscles. Muscles come in useful if you 
get married. Makes carrying the coal 
upstairs come easier, and, when he gets 
too tiresome, you can let him have one 
proper, straight from the shoulder. 


* 

Some curious experiments were made 
on the decapitated head of Gagny (the 
murderer executed in Troyes) fifteen mi- 
nutes after its separation from the trunk. 
The blood of a dog was infused through 
thecarotid artery, and by titillating the 
nerves the eyelids became contracted, and 
movements were visible in the lower jaw. 
These results were also obtained with the 
head of Gamahut, Madame Bellerich's mur- 
derer ; but the doctors at Troyes, where 
Gagny was executed, pushed their experi- 
ments further, Electric currents were 
applied to the nerves of the face, and 
caused motion. The trunk was then acted 
upon by the same forces. The nerves of 
the hands were visibly affected, and twenty 
minutes afterexecution the heart was made 
to beat. This organ was found to be 
clogged, owing, it ix supposed, to the stop- 
page of the circulation a few moments 

fore death. The condemned man had, 
in fact, become livid when brought face 
to face with the instrument of death, and it was conjectured that the 
circulation sapped at that moment. The experiments were conducted 
hy five medical men of Troyes. 


is to be seen any day at almost all the seaside places. 
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Here's a bit of Camp news which Tootsie, and a friend from the 
| Friv., have iust communicated :—‘‘ One volunteer officer has the repu- 
tation of being a bit 
of a martinet, and 
has not yet learnt 
the art of shutting 
his eyes, He is 
down on lights in 
tents after bugle 
sound, and is puncti- 
lious as to the exact 
number and no more 
sleeping in one tent. 
The invention of a 
tent camp candle 
+s been fathered on 
, this officer, It is 
| divided by lines about 
a quarter of an inch 
apart, in the manner 
ie edibine glass, 
all the way down 
Sachi ‘line labetied 
with a day of the 
week, S. M. T. W. 
Th. F. 8S. Giving to 
each tent the regu- 
lation nightly quarter 
of an inch, one com- 
posite candle will serve for two camps, and the portion not used is to 
be returned and reserved for 1886. The joke tickles the officer’s com- 
rades immensely, and the marking of the candle is very cleverly done,” 
. 


* 

SERGEANT BRADSHAW favours us with a little piece of professional 
advice. ‘‘ Always grip your man,” he tells us, “on his right side; then, 
if he shows fight, he can only let you have it with his left, and you have 
your right hand free to tackle him. If you grip him on his left side, 
you leave him the use of his right hand to your left, and like enough 
he'll get the better of you.” “2 


“OLp Bake” says he had been entrusted with the job of finishing 
off a half-broken colt. He and the colt got on BA well till one day, 
in trying to get him to jump a sheep hurdle, he got the bit in his mouth 
and made for the gate at the corner of the field. The gate was in itself 
a formidable enough obstacle, being of the ordinary five-barred pattern, 
and sufficiently strong to dispel any idea of breaking the top bar; but, 
to make matters worse, an extra bar covered with furze had been put 
across the top, making it appear practically an impossibility ; at any 
rate, the colt did not appear to think so, and made straight for it at a 
tearing gallop. Extricating his feet from the stirrups, Old Blake 
managed to shift himself on to the croup and thence slid to the ground, 
strange to say, without hurting himself beyond a severe shaking. To 
his surprise, however, the young ‘un pulled himself together and cleared 
the gate as easy, to use his own words, as if it had been a two foot 
ditch. ‘I was never so mortial mad in all my life,” he added, ‘and 
that there darnation colt a-larfing at me like.” 


Tur. bathing season is well on, and a deal of paddling and plunging 


Billy looks sweetly in his new 
dress, a striped garment of 
chaste design. e fills it 
nobly, and, as it were, bubbles 
over at the belt. As an ad- 
vertizing medium Billy would 
be invaluable, but even the 
cause of friendship has hither- 
to failed to induce him to have 
‘*Buy ALLY Stoper’s Sum- 
mer Number, price one penny,” 
worked in red wool, on his 
hack. A eo 
2 


A LABOURER, of imperfect 
education, was ch with 
stealing two gallons of whisky, 
one gallon of rum, a canvas 
hag, and four Dutch cheeses. 
The prisoner was seen going 
towards a van, the driver at 
the time being engaged in 
delivering his orders, The 


whisky and the rum and ; 
other articles were missed the following morning, and the jars were 
found empty in a hedge along the road, whilst a little further on the 
prisoner was found drunk and smelling very much of rum. 

eo 


* 

In Austria the dog days appear to have the curious effect of causing 
more suicides than any other season of the year. Several remarkable 
cases are reported. In one instance a cadet, aged twenty, living in 
barracks in Vienna, put the muzzle of his gun to his chin, and pulling 
the trigger, died instantly. Another case is that of an Artillery 
lieutenant at Cattaro, who blew himself to pieces by firing a large 
cannon against himself in a rather ingenious manner. In a third case 
a young man and girl jumped into the Danube together. A fourth 
suicide was that of a sculptor who hanged himselt. At Prague two 
young lovers, aged respectively sixteen and fifteen, fastened themselves 
together with a rope, and jumped into the Moldau. At Pesth a 
fashionable master tailor ended his troubles by hanging himself to a 
bedpost, while a waitress at Brun shot herself with a revolver. 


Goop news for oyster-eaters. The season close at hand is expected 
to prove one of great abundance, the plentiful fall of wie which occurred 
in 1881 and the following years has once more rehabilitated the bests, 
especially those of Essex. We may yet get natives at a reasonable 
figure, and not have to pay as much for them as the price of two new- 
laid eggs for each bivalve. The American oysters are cheap enough 
certainly, but it requires some pluck to swallow one. 


. 

AN Anglo-Australian writes to say:—‘‘T am deputed to hack 
William Beach to row any man in the world, and also to match an 
Australian 
crew against 
four of the 
best men 
Great Britain 
can find for 
£500 or £1000 
each match, 
We will allow 
liberal sums 
for expenses, 
and whatever 
the results 
may be it 
would be, at 
least, an en- 
jeyable trip. 
: The distance 
is nothing—in fact, in these days of fine fast steamers, it only means a 
few extra paper collars, [ ask what has become of the wholesome 
som peritica there used to be between the Thames and the Tyne. I 
recollect the days of the Claspers, Nevills, Coombses, and Chamberses, 
Have they left no trace behind? If they have, there should be no 
difficulty to arrange my proposed matches. Surely, if you can send 
thirteen cricketers, you should find five rowers to uphold the water 
prestige of the dear, tight little Island. I wish you to distinctly 
understand this is not what Mr. Authony Trollope unkindly chose to 
call Australian ‘‘ blow,” but that we earnestly desire the opportunity 
to give our Old World cousins fair play and a right hearty Australian 
blige e one of the finest climates and most beantiful countries in 

e world.” 


The Hon'ble | 
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19th July, 1827 —The Durham Advertiser of this date state 
that, in carrying into effect certain alterations in the chapel of the Nin, 
| Altars, in Durham Cathedral, an old oak coffin was found contairin, 
| the remains believed to be those of the patron saint, St. Cuthbert, 
“ whose restless body, inthe 309th yeare after his first burial, was, wit}, 
all funeral pompe, enshrined in the White Church, at Durham, in th: 
year 995." The skeleton was found to be remarkably pees and en 
closed in the remains of robes, richly worked with gold. A large and 
bright gold ring, having a crucifix, apparently of silver, appended, was 
found lving on the breast, and helow it the remains of a book. A large 
comb was also found in the coffin. The wood of which the coffin was 
composed was about three inches in thickness, and strongly clamped 
with bars of iron. 
19th July, 1821.—George IV. was this day crowned with the usual 
pomp and ceremony in Westminster Abbey. The procession from West- 
minster Hall was headed by the ‘‘ King’s Herbwoman, with her six 
maids,” scattering flowers along the raised and carjeted platform, which 
was traversed by the king and the !ong line of nobles, and others who 
preceded him. bes touching incident towards the close of the ceremony 
should not be lost sight of. His unfortunate queen—Caroline of Bruns. 
wick— presenting herself for admission to the Abbey in order to be 
crowned as Queen Consort, was rudely repulsed from the doors, both at 
Poet's Corner and at the western entrance. Little more than a fortnight 
afterwards, on the 7th of August, she died at Brandenburg House, “the 
victim of a broken heart.” 


20th July, 1869.—Disturbances occurred this day at Cracow, 
arising out of the discovery of an imprisoned nun in the convent of the 
Barefvoted Carmelites. A magistrate visited the convent, and found, ina 
filthy cell, seven paces long by six wide, a half-naked insane woman, 
known as Sister Barbara Ubryk, who, at the unaccustomed sight of light 


and human beings, folded her bands and pitifully implored, ‘1 am 
hungry. Have pity upon me. Give me meat, and I shall be obedient.” 
The Bishop of the diocese liberated the wretched sufferer, placed her under 
proper treatment, and censured the other nuns for their cruel neglect. 


Zlst July, 1+38.—John Maelzel, an i gst German mechanist, 
died this day. He visited many countries of Europe and America with 
Kempelin’s Automaton Chess-player, which he improved by giving it 
the powers of speech. He also invented several automatons of surprising 
powers, which are familiar throughout the country. The most famous 
automatons are the following :—1. The pigem that could fly, made 
B.C. 400 by Archytas, of Tarentum. 2. The wooden eagle of Regio- 
montanus, the German, which flew from the city of Koenigsberg, to 


of Vaucanson, of Grenoble, which could eat and drink, and even ina 


| meet the emperor, saluted him and returned, 14836—1476. 3 The duci, 


way digest food. It's wings, viscera, bones, etc. minutely resembled 
those of a living animal. Another famous machine was that of M. 
Vaucanson, called the Flute player. 

2ist July, 1877.—The new Billingsgate market was this day thrown 
open to the public. Billingsgate, the old port of London, was opened 
in 1588 as a landing-place for provisions, made a free market in 1699, 
and is now a wharf and wholesale fish market. Salmon and eels are 
sold here Eines ar other fish by tale, oysters and small shell-tish by 
measure. e market = daily at five, a.M., and mackerel are allowed 
to be sold on Sunday. The market was extended and improved in 1849, 
and a new one was erected in 1852. From the unsophisticated language 
of the dealers in this market, Billingsgate has come to be synonymous 
with ribaldry or foul language. 


22nd July, 1875.—A flock of carrier-pigeous this day started 
on a Continental race from the Alexandra Palace. The swiftest bird 
reached Brussels in five hours and ten minutes. No birds are more 
interesting to naturalists than the pigeon, siuce they serve, through the 
facts connected with their breeding and variation, to demonstrate some 
of the most important ideas connected with the “origin of species.” 
Darwin has collected in his ‘‘ Animals and Plants under Domestication” 
an immense number of facts, showing that all the common, numerous, 
and widely differe:t breeds of pigeons- the pouters, tumblers, carriers, 
and fantails, so different not merely in appearance, but in the structure 
of their skeletons, in the number and arrangement of their tail feathers, 
&c.—have descended from the rock pigeon; and thus from a common 
stock, forms have been produced, which, had they been submitted to a 
naturalist ignorant of their affinities, would assuredly have been pro- 
nounced sé him distinct species. 
22nd July, 1704.—Gibraltar was this day taken by the British, under 
Admiral Sir George Rooke, in whose oe it has ever since con- 
tinued. Of the survivors of this battle, John Campbell died in 1791, 
aged 120, at Dungannon in Ireland. He wasa marine. Matthew Tait, 
of Auchinleck, in Ayrshire, died in 1792, aged 123; a soldier. John 
Ramsay, of Collercotes, near North Shields, died so recently as 1807, 
115. He was of a remarkable cheerful disposition, and often 
amused himself and his friends with an old song. e was & seaman. 


28rd July, 1716.—A Whig tavern, or mug-house, in Salisbury 
Court, Fleet Street, was this day assailed by a great mob. The house 
was defended, and bloodshed took place before quiet was restored. 
‘The best of the Tory mob,” says a Whig paper of the day, “ were 
High Church scaramouches, chimney-sweeps, hackney coachmen, foot- 
boys, tinkers, shoe-blacks, street idlers, and ballad singers. The 
Tories wore white roses, or rue, thyme, and rosemary in their hats, 
flourished oak branches and green ribbons, and shouted “ High Church!" 
‘‘Ormond for ever!" ‘No King George!" ‘‘ Down with the Presby- 
terians!” ‘* Down with the mug-houses!"" The Whigs, on the other 
side, roared ‘‘ King George for ever!” displayed orange cockades, with 
the motto :— 

‘* With heart and hand 
By George we'll stand.” 


In the Flying Post, of June 30, is the following doggerel old mug- 
house ballad, characteristic of the violence of the times :-— 


" Since the Tories could not fight, 
And their ma-ter took his flight, 
They labour to keep up their faction ; 
With a bough and a stick, 
And a stone and a brick, 
They equip their roaring crew for action. 


‘* Thue in battle array, 
At the close of the day, 
After wisely debating their deep plot, 
Upon windows and stall 
They courageously fall, 
And bvast a great victory they have got. 


“ But alas! silly boys, 
For all the mighty noise, 
Of their ‘High Church and Ormond for ever,’ 
A brave Whig with one hand, 
At George's command, 
Can make their mightiest hero to quiver.” 


presses of the Parisian newspapers; and on the 27th the deputies 


“Liberty never existed in a more gracious form than under a pious king.’ 
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Saturday, July 18, 1885.) 


THE RHYME OF THE CURATE’S CURES. 


—>— 


Or one thing there was no mistake, 
111 state it now as I begin, 

The Rev'rend Saul Josiah Crake 
Was very, very, very thin. 


Oblonging. 


No thread paper was half so fine, 

No skewer could with his form compare, 
In short this reverend divine 

Was nothing but a “shade of air.” 


A sickness seized poor skinny Saul, 
And Mrs. Crake despatched a maid 
To ask old Dr. Dump to call, 
For Mrs. C. was sore afraid, 


‘Fear not,” the cheery doctor said, 

‘* Why, ma week, Ma‘am, I'll be bound 
He will have left his little bed, 

I'm sure that I can get him round!” 


He sent him lotions, draughts, and pills, 
He sent him turtle, beef, and wine, 
And soon he cured his wueful ills, 
And fattened out this good divine. 


Each day he stout and stouter grew, 
And cured was ev'ry pain and ache, 

He swelled out so that no one knew 
The Rev'rend Saul Josiah Crake. 


Round. 


Half Round. 


No porpoise was one half so fat, 

Mw like a ball could none be found, 
The Doctor knew what he was at 

When he declared “he'd get him round.” 


* * * * 


Another sickness fell on Saul, 
And now again he kept his bed, 
The doctor came once more to call 
And gravely wheezed and shook his head. 


**A ticklish case this, Mrs. Crake,” 

Said he, ‘‘T'll try what [ can do, 
And surely if I don’t mistake 

Tl manage yet to pull him through!” 

* * * * 

A month went by and Saul was well! 

He'd lost though eighteen stone or more, 
And, oh! the woeful tale to tell! 

Was thinner even than before. 


A simple match looked much more stout, 
A knitting needle not so thin, 

And when his Reverence went out 
The people took him for his skin. 


Pulled Through. 


‘We've pulled him through !!” the doctor said, 
Unable to contain his glee, 

But Mrs. Crake just shook her head, 
Soliloquising thoughtfully —— 


So thin! So fat!! Again so thin!!!— 
| wish that I the treatment knew— 
{think it surely must have been 
The keyhole that they pulled him through !!” 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
——— 
*." Jn consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we are 
: ‘snabes to grabiash thous aalacted 6 os00 60-\ée enuid dasiek. 


July 13, 1885. 
Dear Miss SLoper,—I agree most thoroughly with the letter to you 
from ‘One of Them,” in your amiable and eminent parent's recent 
issue. A smart figure is the salt of the earth, and you cannot have a 
smart figure without a small waist. [admire immensely your “ Fashion 
Fancies,” that are full of rich imagination and charming grace ; and it 
was for these [ first began taking in the “ HaLr-Houpay” nearly at 
its commencement. But | would ask you why you so often neglect the 
drawing of the feet. I'm sure your own are beautifully arched and 
smartly shod. Take a glass (a looking-glass, not one of your dear 
father's), my dear young lady, and draw the feet from yourself. 
Iam, yours respectfully, 
__—(§-« ANOTHER ADMIRER. 
5, CHEster Terrace Mews, Cuester Gate, 
Recent's Park, N.W., Judy 13, 1885. 
HonovureD Sir,—In your Answers to Correspondents (of June 27), 
in answer to Katie (Tunbridge Wells), you promise your “ Award of 
Merit” for a cure for corns. 1 have one—amputation of the feet. Sir, I 
hope you will keep your word, and not the ‘‘ Award of Merit,” as I think 
I merit it, and shall expect same by return of post. Sir, can you tell 
why a father who does not make haste is like yourself !—Because he is 
a slow pa(A. Storer). Sir, if yuu do not see the joke, when I am 
passing [ will explain it fully.—I remain, yours respectfully, 
ROBERT BALDWIN alias BOBBY B. 
A. Storer, Esq., T.O.E. 


MY ALLY, 


Wu has the best snub-Roman nose, 
Who likes his drop, and just a dose, 
And figures in such graceful ? 

My ALLY. 
Who, when he speaketh, waxeth warm, 
Whose wisdom takes the town by storm ? 
The ‘‘ Eminent,” with head : eg shorn, 

Id ALLY. 


Who has a most devoted friend, 

** Lord Bob,” who's not afraid to lend 

A “‘sov.” to help some incug. friend ¢ 
Our ALLY. 

Who has a daughter passing fair, 

With dreamy eyes and flaxen hair, 

** Miss Tootsie,” who is always there ’ 
Sweet ALLY. 

And then there's cunning Ikey Mo, 

Who somehow’s always in the know, 

Who, if he could, would bring down low, 
Friend ALLY. 


That ‘‘ Office Boy” must mind his tricks, 
Or ha’pence he'll have none, but kicks, 
For if he tights, he always licks 
Poor ALLY. 
‘* McGooseley,” too, with blossomed nose, 
In spirits good where’er he goes ; 
May he and thee find sweet repose ! 
Grand ALLy. 


And just you say to ‘‘ Blood-Stained Bill,” 
Who gives his readers all the chill, 
To spare you, if it be his will, 
Great ALLY. 
Oh, Erudite ! do take a hint 
From oue who loves you without stint— 
Don't take your gin with peppermint, 
Dear ALLY. 
And as all things must have an end, 
ti blessings on thee do [ send, 
ith heartfelt wishes from a friend, 
To ALLY. 


I Know that I was born some years ago, but I am not aware that I 
was born in an unusual way. 

At an early period of life I got safely through a considerable quantity 
of pap. It agreed with me very weil, thank you. 

At last a time came, and I was breeched. I did not mind it at all. 
It kept my legs warm. I like my legs to be kept warm. In the summer- 
time I am not so particular about them being warm as I am in the 
winter-time. This is a fact. 

At length I grew to man’s estate. Then I wore tails. Then I fell in 
love. Strange to relate, the object of my affections objected to my 
person. She was a young woman of much bad taste. It is true that T 
then suffered much from freckles; but what are freckles to love! I 
gave up the young woman with the bad taste. She has since married a 
man with a carbuncle on his nose, and has a baby in a green frock. I 
dislike babies in green frocks. 

Some considerable period ago I was put into a Government office. It 
was before the Civil Service Examination time. 1 go to my office every 
morning, except Sundays, at a quarter past ten, and return at five 
minutes past four. I invariably have two ham sandwiches and an 
Abernethy biscuit for my lunch there. Sometimes I get rather tired of 
the lunch. I take two glasses of London porter with my dinner. I 
take a glass of whisky-toddy before retiring to bed. I take lemon with 
it, but not sugar. 

Tam of a bilious eee yerentant. I take Cockle’s pills, according to 
the directions given on the cover. Sometimes | take too many of them, 
and they make me feel poorly. 

I never have corns, Sometimes I have chilblains in the winter-time. 
T rub them with mustard ; then they smart very unpleasantly. I don’t 
like things that smart unpleasantly. 

I very frequently eat rice-pudding. I never go to sleep after dinner. 
T live in Bloomsbury, in a street—not a square. 1 keep a cat—a nice 
black one. She very often has kittens. I can’t write any more, because 
I can't think of any more to say. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Funny.—If you add another syllable to short, you will make it 
shorter, 

A RUFFIANLY ostler at Hackney has been torturing a horse. He put 
it to the rack. The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
ought to see to this. 

HE wife of a volatile West-end tailor complains that he is never at 
home. He says he is obliged to keep on cutting out. 

A MaN had an aching tooth, and had it taken out. He says he 
forgot the pain directly it was out of his head. 

Tug Trade that never Turns to the Left A wheelwright’s. 

A LaDy need not be muffin-taced although she be toasted. 

SoME men would like to marry almanacks, and have a fresh one 
every year. 

A BLIND man, travelling without his guide, fell into a limekiln, and 
was badly burnt. If he bad had his son to guide him, he would have 
been boy-led. 

Most men like to see themselves in print. Ladies like to see them- 
selves in silks and velvets. 

A Recucar Loufer—A baker. 

A Host in Himself—An innkeeper. 

WHEN a popular poem was once dramatized, some people were in 
doubt whether he who executed the music, or he who murdered the 
words, were the most culpable. 
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FOUR FLIRTS, 
4ND HOW THEY PLaYED THEM. 
(Commenced in No. 64.) 
_— e— 


CHAPTER IIL --( Continued. ) 
‘*I—I— hardly know,” I stammered, of course meaning to go all the 
time. “It is so strange—-so—so odd. I really do not think 1 can 
besides, what cn you have to say that is so important /” 


Acorner in Mrs. D’Aubigny’s drawing-room. 


“See 1” he cried, ‘‘ the party is breaking ol gt f one is going; for 
ee sake do as I beg you. Answer me—tell me, Sibyl, will you be 
there ¢” 


‘*T cannot say. No, I think not. I"’—and then looking in his face, 
I read the story he would tell me in his eyes, and my own flashed the 
response as | murmured ‘‘ Yes,” : 

He gave me his arm for the carriage, anticipating Mr. Canning by a 
moment, much to the evident annoyance of that gentleman; and as he 
closed the door he softly whispered, ‘‘ To-morrow—at eight !” 

‘* To-morrow!” I answered in the same tone. 

‘Was your cousin telling you he was leaving the neighbourhood to- 
morrow !” asked Mrs. Trevor, as the carriage rolled smoothly over the 
level drive ; and as she asked the question, she looked curiously at me 
from the corners of her eyes. 

“Yes,” I answered faintly. 

‘It is time he went,” she rejoined ; ‘his attentions are really becom- 
ing ¢oo marked.” 

“*Attentions ! Too marked !” I stammered. 
me?” 

** No, dear ; to me,” answered Lydia, fanning herself. 

No more was said upon the subject during our drive to the Towers ; 
but arrived at home, I followed Mrs. Trevor into her room, and as 
she commenced to unrobe, I asked her in a tone which I vainly endea- 
voured to render calm and indifferent : 

‘* What was it you were saying about Cousin Douglas?” _ 

‘* My dear,” she answered plaintively, busy before the looking-glass, 
“*T cannot help it ; I'm sure it is not my fault. I give him no encouraye - 
ment, but they all admire me.” 

‘* Does he admire you?" I inquired jealously. 

‘He says so, dear, but [do not think I can accept him ; he is so 
miserably poor. What would you do, love? One must bear self- 
interest in mind, though one pines to be natural,” and as she spoke she 
took off her auburn hair and put it in its box. 

I could not speak for the moment, so enraged was I. I could not dis- 
Laon her. In those days I did not think that women lied to one 
another. 

“This avowal of his must have been startlingly sudden,” said J. 
“You only saw him once before to-night, and that but for a few 
minutes.” 

**You think so?” said she, with almost a sneer, which, however, 
she succeeded in hiding beneath a laugh, as she again led me 
stealthily from heneath bee brows. And then I remembered how I had 
seen them together on the old stone bridge, that bridge on which I had 
promised to meet him in the ag morning. : 

“Tam not so young as you, Sib,” continued ‘ my governess,” in a 
tone that implied it was but a question of weeks or months, ‘‘and per- 
haps | have more experience,” and she looked at herself over her shoulder 
in the mirror with a smirking complacency that drove me wild. ‘He 
is a nice young fellow enough, your cousin ; it is nothing in himself I 
object to except his want of money. Of course he'll have the title some 
day, but—but—Sir Humphrey is shockingly healthy. Now, what would 
you advise me to do, dear?” . 

‘* Does he love you!” [ asked abruptly, and I felt my lip quiver as I 
put the question. . 

“Madly, passionately! Poor young fellow! If I refuse him, I—I— 
hardly dare think of the consequences. He told me he should tind an 
opportunity of talking to you before he left the neighbourhood, to enlist 
your pee in his favour. He fancies you might persuade me, 
dear; but I told him you were too young to take any interest in love 
affairs.” 

Every word she spoke was a stab to my heart. I think she must have 
seen the agony she caused me, I know, now, it was intentional, and 
that she noted the outward and visible signs of my mental writhings, as 
a wanton schoolboy gloats over the contortions of an impaled cockchafer, 

This, then, was the purpose for which he had so persistently begged 
for an interview with me! 


‘His attentions to 


“Every word she spoke was a stab to my heart.” 


He wished to see me that he might tell me of his love for another, 
might employ meas Cupid's messenger, a bearer of honeyed notes, a 
carner of lovers’ sighs! It made me mad to think of it—-mad, not with 
him, not even with her, but with myself, that I should have been so 
blind a fool as to thiuk that he cared for me; nay, more, that I should 
have confessed to myself the pleasure it gave me to imagine such was 
the case. 

( To be continued next week. ) 


on ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, July 18, 1886, 


POTSHOT’S FIRST NIGHT ON GUARD. 


WITH ALLY'S LOVE TU THE WIMBLEDUONIANS. 


' Ni a Wh 7 

q il sf 

1. Potshot. at the end of the first half-hour, 2 5. “Try thisa bit; no one’s 4, “Try : i in’ 
4 a ahead, . o y H 5 V this, another hit. Ain't 
‘Rather tiring, though. coming ” very comfortable, either.” 


A LIVERPOOL CUP. 

Alexander Sloper, Esq. (who has just imbibed fourpenny- 
worth of liquor). Have youa slate in the house, worthy host ? 
Host. Yes, sir. A.S., Esq. Then just make @ memo. on 
it, that I owe you for this. Host. That won't do for me! 
A.S., Esq. Oh, it will be all right, The whole of my British 
fellow subjects will be security for the little debt. 

(Very nearly had to leave his umbrella as security. 


B. ine pede ty mink i} ‘ This ian't 0 had, if it didn't uma = Re 
Mr. Blinkwater, Don't you really think, though, ma‘am, ae eer see cian 6, “This gives one rather a crick in the neck, else it’s not so Tau y! ve dropped © 
it is rather odd bathing oneself twice a day? ; cut one in half. unpleasant.” 0 7. ‘Hallo! I must have dropped «i 


(A ,#o 


a ‘By all that's beastly, it’s beginning to rain.” 


Portrait of the gentlcman who would awooing go 


OTN 


“PASS TWO TO HUPPER BOXES” 


i] 
? 
‘ 
! , 
“PLL SMITE YOU WITH A FEATHER!” wane 
| Artist. Fthought of painting a few gulls in the foreground, Art-Patron. But will a == 
Tt that add to the cost of the picture? Artist, Not at all. ; Art-Patron, By Jove, = QUITE RIGHT, MY DEAR! 
{ {| sir, in that case vou oblige me by painting a WHOLE FLOCK - AT WIMBLECON _AN ANXIOUS MOMENT. | Lillie (looking ut herself in new bathing dress). 1t does seem a dreadful pity to wet it. 
‘ee ') | London : Printed by Datziz, Broruens, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published f Proprietor, by W. J. Siwxuns, at 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Saturday, July 18, 1885, 
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